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saEmsding sycamores, to a point within
s=gmpsnty vards of the office and sup-
gl Huilding, Then they made a dash
sepmss Tthe open space, and Ben Lit-
tigiioed, with ene arm bound up in a
malistained ‘blue bandana, opened the
e for them.

“TWho else Is hurt?" panted Dale.

“Ldttle Tom,” answered Littleford,
*=~ond Saul. Little Tom, he got a bul-
be=t ander the shoulder. Saul, he got
some im might' nigh the same place.
"Ties've riddled the whole t'other
=Jilk= o' che house to splinters. They're
=-m¥iin’ fo' you."

*Theyll get all they want of me,”
Kieiie grovied.

% turned and ran up the rough

#2x¥rway, and Ben Littletord and the
Msarc=lands (ollowed close upon his
foefg At the front and side windows,
ffesiod anything they bad been able
giv Gmd that would stop a bullet, knelt
E.ax¥efords with rifles In their hands,
peuti:andy watching for a buman target
Tan mupear on the mountainside above.
={sx? and Little Tom lay in a corner,
sxfissne they were falrly safe [from
«?marxes bullets. Hayes bhad bound up
# loeiir ‘wounds as well as he could with
A3s> auaterial at band. They were
fwal: wiite and helpless and suffering,
I=m -zl full of the old Littleford
tigsicy spirit. .

Treiz geimed his Winchester and
Oeft of cartridges from the hands of
e -man who had brought them to
iz and turped to the others. A bul-
e <crashed through the wall and
=grrxei: the fioor at his foot; he paid
sx mitention to It

=T.isten to me, boys"” Dale was
faseciing his cartridge-belt with rapid,
soies0; fngers. “From where they are
leefargy, the Balls and Turners can
fyerdly see the lower story of this
aulifing. We'll go downstairs, open
£3we dront door, and run to the edge
" 42~ Saurels at the foot of the moun-
failx. Then we'll turn to the right,
s 2 wide detour, and get above
ripe Ball outfit; we'll be fighting down-
Pl dnstead of uphill. Get me? Are
3w 2ll ready?”

Tos.2 man, they were ready.

Tresy .reached the thick under-
seom=utl without being seen by the eon-
eeexs. "While the Balls and Turners
Mo more or less ailmlessly at the
fraihding, drank white whisky and
smnief drunkenly for the surrender to
e @f Bill Dale, Bill Dale and his
e wvere making their way steadily
fm = -wide half-circle up the side of
I3awid Moreland’s mountain.

FEx1f an hour after they had left the
vt Duilding, Dale had stationed his
~asur., Jeployed as a line of skirmishers,
Swefgind sheltering trees some two hub-
stoeel. ¥2e1 gbove the Balls and their
leaMEMman,

$-san Moreland, Ben Littleford and
88l male were not far apart. *“It's a
sexzoe= Lo do It,” saild Dale, *I swear,
e omai s -ghoot men in the back like
. S
i -#an Boreland,

wd il
Yy =

twisted his mouth
queer smile of contempt, and
2% <8¢’ Ben Littleford. They knew,
Suo ‘eetier than their leader, the ways
@€ “Pvu o people without a principle. The
W|ail and Turners wouldn't hesitate
=y Sveaot themn in the back!

~%vell,” John Moreland replied, and
vr was almost a sneer, “ye might go
e arn rher and give ‘em some candy,
el &iss J'em, and ax ‘em won't they
apemmee  surrender!”

e ‘teaned around his tree, a great
Jumarted chestnut, and called boldly:

“¥ou've gol u chance to surveunder -

now—and you'd certainly better take
it quick !

One of those below yelled surprised-
ly: “Whore you? Then they all
whipped to the other side of their
sheltering timber.

The answer came at once: “I'm Bill
Dale, and I'm peeved! You're at the
mercy of the finest hill clan that ever
looked along rifle barrels; will you
surrender, or fight It out?

“You sald it—we'll fight It out!™
eried a burly cousiln of Black Adam
Ball, deceased.

“You're on!” growled Bill Dale,
slipping his rifle out beside the tree.
“Give 'em h—l, boys!"

He was unused to this sort of thing,
and he was Incautious. He showed a
little too much of himself—there was
a sudden keen report from below, and
a bullet hole appeared In the rim of
bis hat! John Moreland fired the next
shot, and he broke the right arm of
the man who had just fired at Bill
Dale. This opened the battle in earn-
est.

Soon the thunder of the many rifies
necame almost a steady reoar. The
air was filled with the pungent odor
of burning powder, Bill Dale emptied
the magazine of his repeater, and
sank behind the blg chestout to fill
it again with cartridges from his belt.
Bullets now whined on both sides of
him; they cut greenish white furrows
in the bark of both sides of the tree,
and knocked up little spurss of black
earth to his right and to his left;
they cut off twigs withiln an arm's
reach of him. A dozen Balls were
now firing at him, seeking to avenge
the death of their kinsman, the
Gollath, John Moreland's strong volce
came to him through the din and roar:

“Don’t show no part o' yoreself now,
Bill; ef ye do, ye'll shore be hit!”

Dale fired again, pumped a fresh
cartridge into the chamber of his rifle
and slipped another (ato tae magazine,
and arose behind the chestnut.

“Down, Bill!™ eried John Moreland.

If Dale heard, he gave no sign of
it He fired four shots rapidly, and
before the wind had carried away the
blinding smoke he was behind another
tree and shooting toward the Balls
again. Soon there came a short, loud
peal of laughter from his left; bhe
turned his head and saw Ben Little-
ford taking a careful alm at a long
angle toward the side of a boulder.
Then Littleford fired, and a puff of
stone dust showed that his bullet had
gone true to its mark.

“What's that for?" demanded Dale,
“We haven't any ammunition to throw
away "

“Why, BIll," replied Littleford,
“didn't ye never bounce a bullet offen
a rock and make it go toward a man
ahind of a tree?”

It lasted hotly for two hours, but
the casualties were comparatively
few, because there was so much cover
available, From the beginning the
Balls and the Turners had the worst
of it, which was due to uphill shoot-
tng, white whisky, and lack of the
iron that makes real fighting men.
The cartridges of those below were
giving out: rthey had fired too many
shots peedlessly,

“It's about time to rush them,” Dale
=aid to John Moreland, who had crept
up beside him.

“Jest  give
nodded.

A few minutes later, Bill Dale sent
the wings of his line down the moun-
tainelde, forming a half-circle of his
force once more; then the whole line
rushed, surrounded the enemy and
called for a surrender.

But the Balls and thelr kinsmen
vouldn't give In yet, They left their
cover and started to run, found them-
selves facing Morelands and Little-
fords in every direction, clubbed their
riffes and fought. It was mnot true
conrage that prompted them to offer
resistunee thus: it was utter despera-
tlon; they had never been givers of
wercy, therefore they did not expect
mercy. Dale’'s men forebore to fire
apon them, which was at Dale's com-
aund, and met them with elubbed
riflce. The woodland rang with the
sound of wood and steel crashing
ugeinst wood and steel. Everywhere
thers were groans and threats and
curses from the losing side, victorious

o unddl further demands for a sur-
render from the winners,

Bill Dale, ever a lover of fair com-
nat, threw down his repeater to grap-
ple with a hig North Carolinian whose
cublbed weapon had been knocked
frosn his hands. The two fell and
rolled down the mountainside, locked
i each otlier's arms.

the word,”™ Moreland

And thepn one of the Balls struck
3ill Dale across the head with the butt
of his empty gun. and Bill Dale slack-
ened his arms and lay as one dead.

L ] L L . L L ]

He was Iylng under cover in a hand-
carved black walnut fourposter, and
it was night, when he opened his eyes
arain, Above him he saw the bearded
faces of DBen Littleford and John
Moreland, and they looked haggard
and anxious in the oil lamp's yellow
light. Suddenly Moreland spoke:

“Dead—auothin'{" jubllantly. *“Look,
Ben; he's done come to! Ye couldn't
put him in a cannon and shoot him
ag'inst a clift and kill him, Ben! 1
hope ye're a-feelin' all right, Bill,
shore.”

Dale realized everything quite clear-
Iy. He put a hand to his head; there
was a wet cloth lying over the swollen
place.

“He shore give ye a buster of a
lick,” drawled a wvolce that Dale In-
stantly recognized as that of his wor-
shiper, By Heck. “Danged ef Cale
Moreland didn't might' nigh it beat
him to death, Bill!"

Many men crowded to the bedside
and smiled at him, and he smiled back

them. Soon he asked:

at
“Did you capture the outfit?”
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“Every durned one of 'em,” answered
John Moreland. *“They're all shet up
tight in the downstairs o' the office
buildin’, onder gyard. The' ain't but
one of 'em plumb teetotally dead. fo’
a wonder; but the's a whole passe! of
'em hurt. I've done sent Luke to town
on hosshack, atter a doctor fo' you
and Saul and Little Tom; and he can
‘tend to them crippled Balls, too, 1
reckon, ef you think it’s best. What're
we a-goin’ to do with them fellers, Blll #”

“We're going to take them to the
Qartersville jail,” Dale answered
promptly.

“] had a different plan 'an that
planned out, John,” sald By Heck,
winking at Ben Littleford. *1 had it
planned out to hang 'em all on a big
green hemlock as a Christmas tree fo'
Bill! Some devilish rough Christmas
eve ye're a-havin’, Bill, old boy, ain't
it?™

*Rather,” smiled Dale. He closed
his eyes. His head ached, and he was
somehow very tired.

Within the hour he went to sleep,
and when he awoke It was daylight on
Christmas morning. Ben Littleford,
balf dressed, was stirring the coals
to life in the wide-mouthed stone fire-
place, Dale felt better than he had
expected to feel; he greeted Little-
ford with the compliments of the sea-
son, arose and dressed himself,

Littleford had just gone with a
handful of kindiing wood t1oward
the kitchen, when there was a low,
light tapping at the outside door of
Bill Da!s's room Dale arose from
his sheepskin-lined rocker before the
cheery log fire, went to the door and

opened 1t. Before him stood a slim,
barefoor boy In the poorest of rags;:
in the pitifully slender arms there was
something wrapped rather loosely |o
crumpled brown paper. Dale did not
remember haviog seen the lad before,
but he knew [L was po Littleford.

*Come in, son.” he Invited cordial-
ly—"come In and warm yourself. My
goodness alive, It's too cold to go
barefooted like that! Haven't you any
shoes, son?"

“Shoes?” muttered the boy, queerly.
“Shoes?"

He was shivering from the cold. His
thin face looked pinched and blue, his
eyes big and hollow, Dale stooped,
pleked him up bodily, carried him to
the old rocker he had just vacated,
and put him into it with hands as gen-
tle as any wolnun's,

“H—I," begun the boy,
hard—"what—"

“Now stick your feet out and warm
them, son—that's it,”” and Dale chafed
the poor little, dirty, half-frozen feet
and legs.

“Son.” he went on after a moment,
his heart throbbing out of sheer pity,
“you go to the commissary clerk and
tell him to dress you up like the
crown prince of England, if be's got
ft, and charge the same to the account
of Bill Dale. It will be my Christmns
gift to you, little boy. What's your
name?"”

The lad turned bis surprised black
eyes upon the face of the big and sup-
browned man.

“Are you Bill Dale?"

“Yes."

That which the boy sald next struck

staring

“So You're Bill Dale.

Soul!”™

Well, D— My

the big and sunbrowned man with all
the force of a bullet.

“So you're Bill Dale, Well, D— my
soul!"

“Don't, buddy, don't!"

The boy went on: “My name, it's
Henery. 1 come here with a Christ-
mas gif' fo’ you." He pointed a dirty
foretinger toward the bundle in his
lap. “But you ain't a-goin' to git It
Lo,

“*Why?" Dale asked smilingly.

“Why! Shoes —'at's why. ' H—Il,
did 1 ever have any shoes afore? Bare-
footed as a rabbit. That's me. Bare-
footed as a d—n' rabbit[™

“Son." protested Bill Dale, “you're
entirely too small to swear. You
mustn't do It, y'know."”

*“Yes,” quickly, “I'm small. I'm small
to my age. I'm done twelve year old.
I've been measured fo' the go-backs"

“Mensured for the go-backs,”
langhed Dale, “what's that?’

*“Why," soberly, “when ye grow lit-
ler 'stid o' biggzer., ye've got the go-
backs. Maw, she measured me with
a yaro string out o' a stocking which
had been wore by a woman seventy-
seven-year old, and 'en she wrapped
the yarn string around the door-hinge.
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Taste 1s a matter of
tobacco quality

We state it as our honest belief
that the tobaccos used in Chester-
field are of finer quality (and
hence of better taste) than in any
other cigarette at the price.

Liggett & Myers Tobacco Co.

Chesterfield

CIGARETT

of Turkish and Domestic tobaccos—blended
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I'll 'gin to grow hirher, or die, one or
t'other, afore the string wears out on !
the hinge. Bound to.” i

Agnin Dale Iaughed. Mountain su- |
perstitions always amuosed him. !Sz-nl
Littleford came into the room, and |
Dale arose and faced him.

“Do vou know this hoy, Ben?

“It's Lyss Ball's bhoy” answeped |
Littleford, puckering his  brows.
“What's he a-doin® here?

“He brought a Christmas present |
for me.” said Iwile, “but he has de-
clded that T shan't have It.”

“The only Christmas present you |
could git frommn n Ball would be a bul-
let,” frowned Den Littleford.

He stepped to the rocker and took
the bundle from the boy's lap: bhe
took awnay the crumpled brown pa-;
per—and there in his hands was a
loaded anid eocked revolver!

By George!"” exclaimed Bill Dale.

“What'd 1 tell ye?" smiled Ben Lit-
tleford.

An hour later Dale and a score of
Littlefords and Morelands entered the
big downstalrs room of the office and |
supplies building. The d-feated Balls
and Turners lonnged here and there, |
sullen and silent, on the rough-board |
floor of their temporary prison. '

Dale walked into thelr midst and !
addressed them quietly. |

“Yon'l! admit, won't y . thar I've
got what you fellows call ‘the dead-;
wood' on you? And that it lles in my
power to send every single one of you
to the state penitentiary?”

“I reckon so,” admitted Adam Ball's
father. He was pretty well cowed, and
80 were the others, !

*But I've decided not to do it,” went
on Bill Dale. *“l can't forget that this
is Christmas day. You may have your .
liverty as a present from the man
you've tried so hard and so unjustly
to kill. After the doctor gets through
with Little Tom and Saul Littleford,
he will come here to dress all your
wounds ; then our guards will give you
back your rifles, and you may go
home, I'm not asking you to promise
me anything, you understand. ['m
simply trusting the human heart, and
1 don't believe I'll be disappointed.” |

Dale tarned to John Moreland.
Moreland's rugged face wore a puz
zled, displeased smile. '

“If your brother David was here,”
Bill Dale demanded with a bare shade
of anger in his volce, “what do you
think he'd do about It? It's Christ-
mas day, isn't It?” |

The old Moreland chief’'s counte-
pance softened; his grey eyes bright- |
ened, *“Yes,” he said, “it's Christmas
day, BIIL" He looked toward the Balls
and Turners,

“Merry Christmas, gen'lemen!”
sald.

Adam Ball's father Immediately
asked him for a chew of tobacco.

he

TO BE GONTINUED
e |
Tom Slaughter, the notorious
bank robber and muraerer, 18 |
again heard from. He was on
the penal farm, near Little Racki
Ark.
slipped him a regeastinyg rifle, He
went to a window and shot
killed one man and fatally!
wounded two other gaurds.
Slaughter was given the rifle last
Sunday week. After shooting
the men mentioned above, he
went to another window, shot
and killed another man. He then
made a rush for the open, bat
was stopped by a lifer. Heis
wanted in Barren county for rob-
bing the Cave City Bank,

Some one from the outside |
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The Greatest Phonograph

takes another
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music discovery.
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It’s a plan by which
1 good music—beyond

Mood Music helps you control your mental
and physical well-being. It soothes, refreshes,

cheers. Space does
more about it. Fill o
or mail it for a copy o
“Mood Musie.”

not periit our telling
ut the coupon and bring
f the wonderful booklet,

HERBDERT TAYLOR

COLUMBIA,

3 days of

Mood Music
FREE!

KY.

Bring or Mail This Coupon

Please give me a free copy of Mre
Edison's new book, “Muod Music.”

If you do not own a New

Name

Edison we will gladly loan
you one on three days free
trial—so you can learn what
Mood Music and the New
Edison will do for you.

)

Address =
If you wish 3 days of Moud Masdo o
your own home, check hers
No charge or obligatia

grain

movement of

The

'through Montreal is reported as

very large and as increasing.
Europe i3 again in the market
for American grain. And if
Europe buys grain, Europe will

want other American products. |

Canada, by the way, is planning
to reduce her tariff so as to get
all the advantages possible from
an improved buying power in
Europe. And right at this mo
ment the United States Congress

is planning to put up the tariff

bars and thus prevent America
from getting her share- Itis
such a foolish policy that it
.8eems to border upon ipsanity.
ih’ the Republican party in the
:nat.ion were determined to com-
| mit sucide it could not think up
'a better way to do so But the

| country is not thinking so much
E about the fate of parties as about
lits own fate. Something should
be done to avertl this terrible
disaster,—Louisville Post.




